Wings by Smith, Elizabeth
24
I am a bird.
Wings with depth and breath, 
Sunrays radiate among my feathers, 
Warm winds joined as one among my wings, 
Alas, I collapsed.
Wings with missing mounts, 
Clipped and plucked 
purposely presented for the monarchy,  
Who examined me, every bone. 
Found fault in every flight I embraced, 
In a ceramic bowl shooed off, 
Off onto the plotted land. 
Alas, I collapsed. 
Wings with doubt and grief, 
Moonlight shone among my feathers, 
Against the dirt, mucked ground, 
I shiver, brisk wind billows across my demolished 
wings,
Morning sun did not mourn for a day, 
Its rays reminded me, 
Wings or not, 
I am a bird. 
Life with depth and breath, 
I take in what is near and far, 
Embracing every aspect of  what is true, 
For I would not have known what voice I had
If  the suspicious men kept my wings as they were, 
All come along to hear me, 
As I sing melodies magnificent,
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Wings or not, 
I embrace the morning sun, 
For their rays remind me, 
Life is within me as it is within you, 
Our wings do not determine our worth, 
For our life is unmeasurable 
